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freshed with food and sleep, the old man led him
forth of the lodge and said: " See you that gulf
and the plain beyond? It is the land of souls.
You stand upon its confines, and my lodge is the
gate of entry. But only souls can pass beyond this
gate. Lay down your bundle and your quiver;
leave behind your body and your dog; now, pass
into the land of spirits." The hunter bounded from
the earth, like a -bird on its wings. Forest, lake,
mountain, were the same, but he saw them with
new eyes, and felt them with, a strange touch.
Nature seemed to have become luminous and vocal
The air was softer, the sky was brighter, the sward
was greener,* than they seem to our mortal senses.
Birds sang to him out of trees, and animals came
frisking past him. No creature was afraid of him,
for blood is never shed in the spirit-land. He
went forward without effort, gliding, rather than
walking, along the ground; passing through trees
and rocks as a man in the flesh might walk
through a wreath of spray and a cloud of smoke.
At length he came to a wide and shining lake,
from the midst of which spr^pg a lovely isle. A
canoe of white stone lay close in shore, with
paddles laid ready to his hand. Stepping into
this boat, and pushing from the bank, he became